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His horizon was limited by the narrow world in which
the small castes of Gujarata had their being. Satisfied with
himself and his times, he considered everything to be for
the best in this best of all possible worlds wherein men
were ruled by the Puranic order of things. In S. Y. 1729
(A. C 1673) famine swept over Gujarata; and the poet
composed RshyafrngSkhyZm with this note:
It was a terrible calamity; the only good fortune was that it was not the
end of the world; even suckling babies tremble when they hear of the famine
of twenty-nine. In that year, twenty-nine, I composed this work; I could
not repress my nature. I am only happy when I compose a poem.
This sanity of outlook was in remarkable contrast to
the other-worldly note of contemporary literature.
Premananda took the old rasa form of the akhyana as he
found it—a long, poetic composition divided into kadavans in
desi and rounded by two lines of valana. But he used it with
freedom and vigour. In his best works, the story was a
rapid and interesting narrative; but he broke it up at
frequent intervals to make room for long descriptions
instinct with real life, or padas or garabls infused with
feeling, homely but rich. He used his art so skilfully
that the akhyana became, like the modern novel, an elastic-
medium for all literary purposes;
V.
In Okhnharandy the poet describes the feelings of a
Gujar&tl girl on seeing her husband's father. Okha, daughter
of the demon Banasura, is locked up in a tower with a
companion, Citralekha. She meets Aniruddha in a dream
and falls in love with him. In the morning, she requests
Citralekha to draw portraits of well-known men that she
might identify her lover. Citralekha tries her hand at
drawing various celebrities, but Okha is unmoved Citra-
lekha ultimately draws Krshna.
When she saw Sri Krshna, Okha stood up out of respect, covering her face
with the fold of her sari. She recognised her grand-father-in-law. She said,
* My husband is surely descended from this man".
Then Citralekha drew Pradyumna, and Okha covered her face again. She
said, "His limbs are those of my lord, not his age*'.
Citralekha, then, drew Aniruddha on paper.   He had a coronet on his browlS
his face was like the moon; his eyes, like lotuses.   Agitated, Okha rushed to
embrace the paper.   "Come, My Lord, come," she cried, "You have accepted

